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THESE ARE THE V
the Journal was able to identify the dismembered body of Guldensuppe a

and adduce other facts that brought about the indictment of Thorn and *

Mrs. Nack. Now, however, Thorn is in court to be tried, and the Jour- a

^ nal has no purpose.of persecuting him. It will report his trial fully and 3

fairly, as that of any other accused man.
*

The extraordinary expedition of the trial so far is a promise of its

early conclusion. To-day District-Attorney Youngs will make his a

opening statement to the jury, and the taking of evidence will immediately
begin. s

ORAPHTC PICTURE OF THE TRIAL. 1

By Julian Hawthorne. d
IT IS not generally known that

the sun rose this morning a

djsappared in a cold gray cloud. r

iMWm 1 know not what this omen foretellsfor Thohn, but I place the fact ^

brown oak. The semi-circular floor t

if thoroughly populated with chairs and tables. My table is to the right of the P

door, behind Thorn and his counsel; it is the worst position in the room for s

u
hearing and seeing. And yet it is not very bad. The acoustic properties of the

room are good, and Mr. Howe's back is as expressive as the faces of lesser men. <<

His neck, especially, is eloquent. Martin Thorn shows a very sloping pair of

shoulders unevenly built, well slicked and parted hair of a dark brown color, n

and a smug and smoothed-off countenance, with red-rimmed eyes and a nose
v

s
that comes to a sharp point. He does not look like a murderer in the least; t.

, but who can tell how a murdeyer ought to look? He has a cold and repellant

aspect, and eyes the talesmen as they come up, one after another, as a weasel b

eyes a chicken. You can easily imagine him cherishing an intense hatred ^

against an enemy, and perhaps tip-toeing up behind him and putting a knife
°

or a DUllfct tnrougn nits oacn, cul ll x uau UVI nuuwu mai 11c wa,o tnuiv;icu j ^

should not have picked him out as a man likely to actually commit a deed of j,

violence. I

Everybody knows Mr. Howe; he is equal to his reputation. I never saw t

him before, Ho is shorter than I expected; his head ascends straight above his
f

20 V,
ears; his face is full of talent and human nature. His voice runs through all A

tones and gradations; it has been sweetly melodious for the most part so far, ^

DUt one COlX-prenenus lis pussiuniiies ui HIVRCIUUU ui iciiui iur a. wiuiess, UI iJ

persuasion or warning for the jury. We shall have a chance to see him at his o

best during this trial, for he is said to be greatest when he has no case. He n

ought, then to be Titanic on this occasion. a

The District-Attorney is an able looking lawyer; he feels that he is meeting "

a formidable adversary, but is also confident that he has got the evidence on

his side. The Judge is a man well able to keep the trial moving and the counselin order. He is keen and quick, and makes his decisions on the instant, o

Tie is not at all afraid of Mr. Howe, but is quite capable of being amused by t
T-Txt ill Ho euro that thA witnosfspq arp nrnnprlv nrntAotarl a.nrt tHat +V»at^ *

fully understand the meaning of the questions asked the;\.i. b
The Absence of Women Is Noticeable. b

There were no women in court this morning; the talesmen filled the seats y

from which beauty will smile down upon us hereafter. The business at present c

being the getting of a jury, the audience is as that in a theatre before the cur- I
tain rises, listening more or less impatiently to the orchestra. The most inter- c

ested person is Thorn, who is aware that the men who are chosen are of con-

siderable importance to him. One would like to know what sort of a jury he I
would pick cut for himself. n

The District-Attorney remarked to me that he considered the talesmen an a

unusually good s^t of men. There are many good men among them, certainly; n

the trouble is that they never get through the examination to the jury box. o

They have read the papers, talked the case over with friends, and made up v

their minds as to Thorn's guilt or innocence. The men who have the best a

chance Of being passed by both sides can hardly be the most intelligent; the g

e^se has been made too familiar beforehand. It is the same old story; and the t
wonder is that after all so many juries are of quite respectable quality. At o

the present writing, two at least of the chosen ones in this case seem to be of d
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clequate mental calibre. Mr. Bunstead is picturesque; he recalls Henry Ward

leecher in appearance, or you might take him for a retired tragedian. But he
s in fact an oyster planter. He has served on juries before; and Mr. Howe,
fter cooing at him for a while, exclaimed in a burst of honest emotion, "You
,re the kind of man I want; I accept you for a juror;" One pictures Mr.

Junstead sitting remote in his rowboat, sowing oysters, and inaccessible to

lewspapers or idle conversation.
There are various amusing little episodes coming up; revelations of charcteron both sides, accidents and contretemps.
"Have you formed any opinion upon this case?" asked the District-Attorney.
"Well. I judge he's guilty," replied the candidate, before he could be

topped, jae was excuseu.

"You understand the English language, do you not?" inquired Mr. Howe,
n purring tones, of a gentleman of German origin.

"No't as well as I do my own language," was the reply; and he, too, was

[ebarred.
Still another German balked for a long time on the question whether the

ecused must prove his innocence in order to be acquitted. Lawyer Howe
ook alarm at once; but the more searching the questions he put the
nore incomprehensible became the mental attitude of the other party. "I

onfess," said Mr. Howe, in tones betokening humility, "that I am unable to
inderstand what is in this man's mind. Your Honor, I think he is incompeent.""Oh, I think not," answered Judge Smith briskly; and turning to the
alesman he put a few questions to him, from which it appeared that the latter
houghc there should be evidence adduced for and against, and that the jury
h'juld give a verdict according to the weight thereof. He was finally admitted;
>ut whether he was thick-witted, or merely German, we may never know. I
srould not like to trust my life to him, though I would trust him with my purse
without anxiety.

Gircumstantial Evidence the Stumbling Block.
Several talesmen were in trouble over the admissibility of circumstantial

videnc-e. The superstition clings to a certain order of minds. Mr. Youngs,
n the regular course of his interrogatories, is suddenly brought up standing by
he discovery of a disposition to doubt the cogency of a concatention of events
inintinf tn a certain conclusion. "Then vou would not convict a defendant on

uch evidence^alone?" "Well, I don't think I would." Mr. Youngs gives him

:p, and Mr. Howe rises; he tells an exciting story about a house \>eing set on

ire, and a man being found running away from it with a torch in his hand.
Would you consider him guilty?" "Well, I guess I would.yes." But then
Ir. Youngs catches him on the rebound; "If a house was burning, and a

nan was found with a torch in his hand somewhere in the neighborhood, you
rearId not on that account convict him of having set the house on fire?" "No,
ir, I would not." The Judge tries his hand upon him, but it is no use. The
ruth Is, the man does not know what circumstantial evidence means.

Only one challenge was made to-day on the ground that the talesman had
een acquainted with some one connected with this case. This gentleman
rankly admitted that he was intimate with the detective in Mr. Youngs's
fF.ce, and had talked the case over with him. He was excused by consent,
In ugh in other respects highly satisfactory. Several men had insurmountable
bjections to capital punishment. Mr. Howe might have been persuaded to over-

->ok this frailty, but the State had reasons for declining their services. Mr.
lowe was frequently impressive almost to the verge of tremulousness about
he "reasonable doubt," and never failed to elicit Intimations of sympathetic
eeling from hie interlocutor. Three or four persons came to the scratch armed
dth documents, which they passed up to the Judge, who perused them and
hen permitted the departure of the appelant. One man was excused because
e was too deaf to hear anything that was said to him.though it might be ex-

edient to have a neutral element of this kind to temper the opinionativeness
f the other eleven. Another owned no real estate, neither he nor his wife;
o jury duty could be intrusted to him. But after all, I suspect that men are

ccepted or rejected by experienced lawyers on the testimony of their faces,
ranner and voices quite as much as for any technical reasons.

Lawyers Skirmish Like Swordsmen.
At thi3 stage of the proceedings the courtesies which pass between the

pposing counsel are very beautiful and affecting. They are like the salutaionsof swordsmen before they finally join blades for the conflict. The politer,
he more deadly. Meanwhile Mr. Friend, of counsel for Mrs. Nack, who will
e tried after Thorn is disposed of, is present in the court room, flitting like a

utterfly from flower to flower. There is nothing so peaceful as the practised
,'arrior when he is not fighting. Incidentally, Mr. Friend's serene and happy
onfider.ce may produce a beneficial effect upon the gradually filling jury box.
"or of course he would not appear so free from care unless he knew that his
lient was innocent; and if she, then Thorn likewise.
Upon the whole, after watching this process of jury choosing all day long,

am rather surprised at the tolerable result; and yet I think as good a one

light have been got by putting the two hundred names of the panel into a hat
nd taking the first twelve that came to hand. A good jury is always a

liracie, and the less conscious preparation we give to miracles the better they
ught to be. The second impression produced upon me is, that there is a very
widespread prejudice against circumstantial evidence in this community; and
s Mr. Howe will base his appeal almost wholly on that prejudice, he has
rounds for the confidence he professes to feel. After all the evidence is in,
here will be a good chance for the prisoner in one of Mr. Howe's eldquent
rations. That Mr. Howe is very eloqrent there can be no question; even to-

ay he has several times made the matter-of-fact court room seem like a church
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MARTIN THORN
FACES HIS JUDGE,

Before the Hour of Noon Recess Two
Jurymen Are Secured fer the Trial

and Take Their Seats.

Martin Thorn looked as little like a murdereras any man in the court room when
his trial began in Long Island City yesterdaymorning.
His black clothes, neat but not noticeablynew, are exceptionally well fitting,

his black tie, destitute of searfpin, his
trim, polished shoes.everything about him
was quiet, subdued and decorous. His
smooth-shaven, young-looking face was

as composed as that of His Honor on the
bench. His entrance into the court room
hardly raised a stir. The crowd that had
come there particularly to see him did not
realize that the object of all their businessor curiosity was among them until
he was seated, a uniformed police captain
on one side of him, a Long Island City
constable on the other.
Thorn gave one look around the room,

taking in every body in a comprehensive
glance. For a fraction of a second his
eyes rested on the Judge. For the rows on
rows of newspaper reporters, artists, lawyersand miscellaneous spectators he had
no special attention to bestow. He passed
them all in review once and then gave
them no further notice. After that one
all-embracing survey of the scene that is
to be the battle ground for his life, his
trjtrn seiiicu luuuiovivce IULU u

forward gaze. If lie saw anything after
that it was the perfect fit of the back of
the coat of his chief attorney, about four
Inches below the collar.
Appearance Rather in His Favor.
Taken apart from his environment,

Thorn's face is not necessarily bad. The
arrangement of his hair was the one incongruousthing about his make-up. Otherwisehis appearance was good, his manner
was all that could be asked of a man 011
trial for his life. He wTs serious, composed,dignified. The trial that means so
much to him he is taking as well as any
nmn could. His vanity showed In
his hair. The barber could not resist the
temptation to put all of his art in this
part of his toilet, for, o£ course, Thorn
wants to look his best before the men who
will decide if he is fit to live. So lie puffed
and rolled his hair. It was done in the
style favored by high sehool boys on graduationday. There was a careful, flippant
upward curl over his forehead, rolling to
his right ear; a shorter curl balanced this
on the left. Behind, it was carefully
trimmed and curled away from the end of
the part. It was the back of Thorn's
head most of the spectators saw; he never
turned around. His back head is broad
and round. His neck is thick and strong,
but he is bottle-shouldered.
Confinement has thinned him somewhat,

and it has improved him. The fulness of
his lower face that emphasized the heavinessof his jaw is gone. It is not so strikinglyprognathous now, though when von
sit directly behind him the tell-tale jaw
points show on either side of the heavy
neck.
Police Captain Methven kept his goldcuffedhand on the point of Thorn's chair.

On the other side of the prisoner ConstableRauscn sat. Thorn did not speak to
his guards nor they to him.
Thorn is being tried in a small court

room, a rather theatrical place. There are
galleries from which the spectators look
down upon the show as they do from the
boxes at Hamerstein's Olyrupia. Despite
the pressure for admission, most of the
floor has been kept for those having' businessat the trial. Lawyers, jurors, witnesses,reporters and artists almost fill th£
court space and occupy all the tables.
Distuct-Attorney Youngs and ex-.Tudge

A. N. Weller, who is assisting him in the
prosecution, occupy a table Immediately
before the witness stand, and next to the
jury box.
Behind them is the camo of the defenee,

W. F. Howe and Joseph Moss. Thorn's
attorneys and their satelltes and messengers.

Mrs. Sack's Counsel Nearby.
Thorn, between his guards, sits Immediatelyto the rear of his lawyers. To one

side are E. M. Friend and W. H. Hirsh,
ostensibly not connected with the case, but
really intensely interested in it. for they
are the attorneys for Mrs. Nack, Thorn's
accomplice, according to tne indictment
and belief of practically everybody who
has paid the least attention to the horrid
mystery of Guldensuppe's death.
The rest of the. room is taken up by the

press representatives. Outside the rail
there is room for a hundred miscellaneous
spectators, and about the door throng more
than can possibly get a glimpse inside or
hear a word spoken in the court room.
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s voice and intonations. The only ques- 8'

a little too eloquent for the simple and t
which he now finds himself. Once in a c

ry box this first day.
JULIAN HAWTHORNE. £

b
The judge before whom the famous pris- s

oner is on trial is Wilmot Smith, of the '[Queens County Court, a mild-mannered, 11
soft-spoken judge, but who stands in no awe a
of lawyers. He indicated this yesterday, £when he kept them galloping through jthe great herd of talesmen cutting out 11
jurors. The lawyer-man loves to tarry a

among the talesmen, to ask them questions,
abstruse and complicated, that their puz-
znng may mane tne enormous cleverness Tof the questioner shine more dazzliugly 1

by contrast. But Judge Smith chased them p
along whenever they stopped too long to
crop a flower of rhetoric front the wayside t
of procedure. The result of this was that
two jurors were found and sworn to try the
case before noon.a record.and this in a
case more widely published than any in 1
the annais of crime in America. I"It ought not to take more than two days
to get a jury in this case," said the judge, I
before court opened yesterday morning. He
was more than right.it took only one day. p
The prosecution of talesmen had not been ^

marching ten minutes before everybody in
that crowded court room realized that the I
judge's estimate was the nearest.
Peremptory Challenges Hastened.
A custom of courts is to allow the jury- **

box to be tilled before requiring the lawyers I
to exercise their peremptory challenges. y
This is a splendid devise for legal time
wasting. The prosecution will be doubtful
of a man, and will daudle along and finally
pass the man, in the hope that the defence ,,

will find fault with him, and so save them B

o rtl,., Mono,, *-1,,. A11

through the whole weary process, aud PAnally let the man go into the jury-box,
and when the box is tilled the peremptory 1;
challenges will half empty it, and all the
time Consumed i'1 the examination of those a

foredestined to be cast out will have result- £,
ed in nothing. b
Well, it was different yesterday in the

Thorn trial. j1"All challenges must be exhausted before £the talesman is passed," ruled the mild- j
spoken judge. s
This meant that the District-Attorney

must say if the juryman suited him once
and for all before giving him over to the
defence for examination.
Of course the lawyers sputtered and pro- (

tested, and the judge listened sympatheticallyand attentively, and sweetly an- *

swered: 1
"All challenges must be exhausted before

the talesman is passed."
That Is the stage setting; now for the a%action of the drama of life and death. r

The deep-toned clerk had boomed out the
names of two hundred talesmen from "

among whom the jury was to come, caution-1 '

ing them that tines would punish those who
failed to respond to the summons of the 9
Court. '

The first name he called was that of a 1
dead man, which awed some of those in
court.it is easy to be awed at a murder ®
trial. 1
The long roll call passed and the actual

trial began.
Formal Culling of Hie Case.

"I now call for trial," said a youngish,, v

thick-set, black-mustached man, "the case s

of the people against Martin Thorn."
Th.is was District-Attorney Youngs, of

Queens County, whose name will be as well
"

known as the President's before the great
AtTOH KA IC,

duty of proving Thorn guilty of murder,
Against him is the reputed shrewdest criin-
inai lawyer in New York, but District-At-1
torney Youngs shows no uneasiness if he \
feels any. Ho is quiet, business-like, ti
prompt. la
"Keady for the defendant," -answered t

Lawyer Howe. Howe needs no introduction.Hardly any great criminal case has
been tried in New York for years in which
the huge, diamond-decked attorney has not
been a figure. Portly as ever, and with
even larger diamonds, he looms in the
Thorn trial. His fat face beams with confidence.There is no better tighter at the
bar. Thorn will be well defended.
These two, Youngs and Howe, will be the

principal figures in the fighting. It will be
worth watching, this shock of wits between
the tried old warrior and the younger
champion of the people.
The others, ex-Judge Welier and Mr. _

Moss, arc minor characters. Holler Is a
lean, steel-gray-haired man, with white jmustache and sharp old eyes. He was
Surrogate of Queens Coufity, and they J
have faith in him over there. Moss has
been Howe's squire at many a legal tour- c
hey. r

The routine had begun.
"Defendant, please rise," said the clerk. '
Thorn rose in his place; his face did not t

change as he faced the clerk. (The impressive old law fornn was read yout to him. It smacked of English courts c
of hundreds of years ago.

These good men now here called are jurors to *"

ijiibs uetweeu txie people ui tne Olilte or j^ew t

York and the defendant at the bar. You will
challenge them as they come to the book to be I
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FATE OF
worn. Before they are sworn you shall be heard.
The slips in which were the names of
he jurors were shaken in the box. The
lerk drew oue.
"L. O. Blomqvist."
It was a strange coincidence that the
rst man ca led to be a juror should be one
"ho had knowledge of his own that prejuicedhim against tlie prisoner. What he
new he was not allowed to tell in court,m- h(> Bnlll he lioU ve.... The

l(le cottage where Guldensuppe was murered,and there was that about the indentthat made it impossible for him to befair juror to try the prisoner. What he
new is told elsewhere in the Journal,
tlomqvist is a bronze-headed, shaggycardedSwede, a man who knows a factnd cannot be moved from his knowledge.

Examination of First Juror.
This is the examination of Talesman
ilouKivist. It is given in full as an exauileof the test through which other jurors
assed. DistrictrAttorney Youngs conducted
he examination.
Q. Where do you live? A. Woodside, Newtown,(j. What is your business? A. Painter.(j. How Ions have you been there? A. About

wo years and a half.
Q. Are you a resident7of the United States? A.
am.
y. J low lcng have you been a citizen of theJnited States? A. Thirteen years.y. How long have you been in the business of aainter. A. Twenty-eight years,y. Where were you born? A. Sweden. I came

ere in 1879.
Q. Are you a taxpayer in Queens County? A.have an interest in property.Q. What interest have you? A. In my house

mere I live.
y. Is your name on the assessment roll? A.Jo. My wife's is.
Q. Then you do not own the property? A. No.ity wife does.
Q. Have you any real or personal property of

our own? A. Jt is not exactly my own.y. Do you know the defendant, Martin Thorn?1. I have Seen him once.
The courtroom buzzed at this reply, andYoungs spoke quick in his surprise. It was
:rowiug exciting.
Q. Where did you see him? A. In Woodside.y. Do yon know Mr. Howe or Mr. Moss? .Jo.
Q. Have you ever been a client of either? A. Itave not.
Q. Have you read anything about the esse orbout the trial? A. I have.
Q. Have you formed or expressed any opinion as

o the guilt or innocence of the defendant? A. I
ave expressed it.
Q. Then there is prejudice on -your mind from thempressions you have gained? Could you render aair an dimpartial verdict? A. I am certain that Iotild. I havft my impression, but.I certainly.no,could not decide without reference to any impresionon my mind.

The .Judge Is Interested.
Judge Sm'ith here took a hand.
"You know that you are a sworn juror,

lould you, with the Impressions you have,
;ive a fair verdict and arrive at an imartialconclusion V" asked His Honor.
"I believe I could," said the Swede.
The Judge repeated the question, and
gain Blomqvist insisted that he could
euder a fair and impartial verdict.
Lawyer Howe challenged the witness

'ii the ground of actual bias, and the
lourt overruled the challenge.
"You must exhaust all your challenges

icfore the defence begins its questionng,"said Justice Smith to District AtorneyYoungs'.
"Do I understand that we, too, must
xhaust all our challenges," askqd Mr.
lowe. !,/ .18
"Yes," briefly answered the Court.
Lawyer Howe here asked the stenogapherto read the reply which Hloinqvlst
md made in such confused fashion. In
I'hich the talesman had said in the same
eutence that lie could and could not ar-
ive at an unprejudiced conclusion.
The District-Attorney then asked: "What
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had a good job, which I left;
tut my fingers wete nimble and deft,
So a Journal "Want" ad.,
Which I answered, made glad
ly heart, and no more I'm bereft.


